





The HiBtrieof 

Prince Come hither, Frances. France t My lord. 

Frince How long haft thou to ferue, Frances? 

France: Forfooth fiue yecres,and as much as to 

1 Poines Frances. 

Frances Anone,anone fir. 

Trince Fiue yeercs, berlady a long leafe for the clincking 0 f 
pewter; But Frances, dareft thou be l'o valiant, as to play theco. 
ward with thy indenture.and fhew it afairepaire of heelcs, and 
runne from'it, 

Frances O lord fir, ilc be fworne vpon all the books in Em, 
land. I could finde in my heart 

‘Poines Fiances. Frances Anone fir. 

Frince How olde arte thou, Frances? 

Frances Let me fee,about Michaelmas next I Aral be T 

1 J emes Trances. 

Frances Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle my lord. 

Frince Nay but hearke you Frances, for the fugar thou gaueft 
me, t’wasapenyworth,waftnot? 

Frances O lord, I would it had bin two. 

Frinee I will giue thee for it , athoufand pound, askemce 
when thou wilt, and thou (halt haueit. 

Tomes Frances Frances Anone, anone. 

Prince A none Frances's No Frances, but to morrow Fmcti: 
or Frances, on thurfeday : orindeede Frances, when thou wiki 
But Frances. 

Frances My lord. 

Frince Wilt thou robbe this leatherne jerkin,criftall button, 
not-pated, agat ring, puke flocking, cad dice garter, fnaootbe 
tongue, Spanifh powch? 

Frances O lord fir, who doe you meant/ 

France Why then your browne baftard is your oneiy drinke: 
for looke you Frances , your white canuafle doublet will full)- 
In Barbary fir, it cannot come to forauch. 

Trances What fir/ Poines Frances. 

Frince Away you rogue, doft thou not henre them call/ 
tfHeere they both call him, the Drawer jland: amazed, not knewty 
which way togoe . Enter Vintner. I 

Vast. What,ftandft thou ftill,and hearft fitch a calling/ looke 


Demy the fourth, 

to the thefts within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with nalfc a douzen 
more are at the doore, fhall I let them in? 

Frin. Let them alone a while, and then open the doore: Pomes. 

Poines. Anon, Anon fir. Enter Femes. 

frince. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reft of the thceues are at the 
doore, (hall wc be merry? 

Toi. As merry as Crickets, mylad,butharkeye, what cun- 
ning match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer/ come, 

what’s the ifluc? , , rt 

Frince. I am now of all humors, that haue tnewed themlemcs 
humors, fince the olde dayes of goodman Adam, tothepupill 
age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. What’s a dockc 
Frances? 

Fran. Anon, anon fir. 

Prin. That euer this fellow fiiould haue fewer wordes then a 
Parrat, and yet the fonneof a woman. His induftiieis vpftaires 
and downe ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a rcckoning.I am 
not yet of Percies minde, theHotfpur of the North, he that kits 
mefome fixe orfeauen douzen of Scots at a breakefaft , wafltes 
his handes, and (ayes to his wife. Fie vpon this quiet life , I want 
worke. O my fweet Harry , Lies fhe! how many haft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fayeshee) and an- 
fwers, fbme fourteene, an houre after : a triflle, a trifle. I prethee 
call in Falftalffe, i!e play Percy , and that damndc Bra wne fhall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife. By ho, faies the drunkard : call in 
Ribs, call in T allow. 

Enter Fa/Jta/ffe. 

Femes. Welcome Iacke, where haft thou bcene? 

Faljl. A plague ofall cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, mar- 
ry and Amen : gtue me a cup of facke boy, E re I leade this life 
long tie foweneatherftockcs, and mend them, andfoote them 
too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke, rogue, is 
there no vertuc extant? hedrinheth. 

. c nT W * ‘houneuerfee Titan kifleadiftj of butter, pi. 













